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Slash is sick 


Author's Notes: 
This was pretty fun to write! I'm also a big softie so of course | have to write about the boys being soft with 


each other! 


Hangovers were quite common for the members of Guns n Roses. They usually nursed them with more alcohol 
or strong coffee, maybe even a little exercise with one of their bandmates. But this hangover felt so much 


worse than all the other hangovers Slash had ever experienced. 


He had woken up on the cold floor, shirtless and barefoot, his throat was unbelievably dry and his head felt 
like it was on fire. He grabbed a shirt off the floor, sniffing. Why did he feel so cold? 


"Hey, Slash, you ready for rehearsals?" 
"Yeah, gimme a minute." 


His voice didn't sound like his voice at all. Water, water would help. He chugged a glass of tap water, finding it 


hard to swallow but it just tasted so good. 

Somehow he managed to play it cool until they got to their rehearsal. He kept coughing and sniffing, messing up 
his solos and missing the others cues. Everyone shared concerned looks. 

"Slash, are you sick?" 

He looked over at the bassist, concern swimming in those brown eyes. 


"No, | don't get sick" 


His hands were trembling and it felt like gravity did not want him to stand up at all today. Axl held his hand up 
to Slash's forehead. 


"Dude, you're hot" 

Slash smirked as he moved closer to the lead singer. 

"Fuck yeah, | am!" 

He sneezed which almost knocked him off his own feet, Axl moved away from him. 

"No, you idiot, you have a fever!" 

Slash scoffed at the lead singer's remark as he tried to focus on his guitar. When did the room start spinning? 
"Shit, Axl, catch him!" 


Slash was definitely sick. Axl held Slash up as the others retrieved his guitar from him. They decided to take 


the feverish guitar player home. Rehearsals could and would have to wait. 

Slash's bed had never felt so comfortable to him before until now as his bandmates helped him into bed. He 
hugged his pillow and closed his eyes, welcoming sleep.The others left his room and closed the door behind 
them. Duff turned to his bandmates 

“Alright, Slash is sick so..where do we keep our medicine?" 

"The bathroom cabinet?" 


“Alright, go look and see what we have." 


Axl and Izzy walked off to the bathroom. Steven stayed by Slash's door, peeking inside to make sure Slash 
didn't try to get up. 


"Duff, could you make some tea?" 

"We don't have tea." 

"Then buy some!" 

Axl and Izzy came back with various packs of medicine. 

"Most of these are expired but we do have vaporub!" 

Izzy handed it to Steven 

"Okay, that's a start. Right, you guys go buy tea and medicine!" 

Duff put his hands on Steven's shoulders. 

"Hey, Slash is going to be fine!" 

The smaller blonde just nodded. 

"Okay, we'll be back soon I'll make some chicken soup when we're back" 

He kissed the top of Steven's head reassuringly and then the trio left and Steven took a deep breath before 
going into Slash's room. He hated getting sick but he was going to do his best to take care of Slash since he's 
always been there for him when he was sick and he knew he must be feeling miserable. 

The guitar player had moved onto his back. He was extremely restless and uncomfortable. 

"Hey, Slash. l'm just going to take off your boots and jacket. Please don't punch me. Or kick me." 


The drummer carefully removed his boots. His jacket was a little tricky to get off of him but Slash managed 
to sit up, leaning against Steven as he slid it right off of him. Slash slumped back down, groaning in pain. 


"Where does it hurt, babe?" 


Slash mumbled something and opened his watery eyes slightly. He tried to clear his throat as he said 
everywhere. Steven winced. He hated seeing him in pain. He lifted Slash's shirt up so he could apply the 
vaporub. The strong eucalyptus and menthol smell filled the room as he softly rubbed it onto his chest. 
Slash smiled weakly at him. 


"| did this for you, Too." 


"Yeah, you enjoyed it way too much." 


Slash smirked and closed his eyes, breathing in the strong scents that already seemed to clear his head and 
nose. Steven leaned down to kiss him but Slash stopped him. 


"| don't want you to get sick too." 


He smiled fondly at him and planted a tender kiss on his forehead before wrapping him in his blanket. Slash 
settled down and Steven left the room. 


The others had finally come back with proper medicine and Duff went straight to the kitchen to make tea and 


soup. Steven went to help him as Izzy and Axl went to give Slash some medicine. 

"How can | help?" 

"lve got it Stevie. Make sure those two don't kill Slash." 

Steven's eyes widened as he hurried to Slash's room. He opened the door to see Axl sitting behind Slash who 
was cursing at them, holding him up as Izzy read through the side effects. Axl was rocking softly back and 
forth and humming, Slash was not enjoying it. 

"Dizziness, vomiting..arousal??" 

Izzy looked at Steven. 


"You can help him with that!" 


Steven's cheeks burned as he snatched the paper from Izzy to read over it. He threw it back at Izzy who 
laughed. 


"Ht doesn't say that!" 

Izzy just wiggled his eyebrows. Axl was now singing nursery rhymes as he held Slash close. 
"Dude, stop, please!” 

"Hush, we're just getting to the good part!" Axl cleared his throat. 

"Out came the sun and dried up all the rain and the itsy bitsy spider climbed up the spout again!" 
Slash huffed. Izzy gave him some tablets and he pulled a face. 


"Where's my whiskey?" 


"Slash! No! Duff? Is the tea ready?" 

Slash whined as he tried to free himself from Axis grip. 

"| dont want no fucking teal" 

Duff came into the room holding a cup of tea and shoving it in Slash's face. 
"Slash, drink your fucking tea and take the damned medicinell" 


Slash looked up at the tall blonde with teary eyes. He just wanted to sleep but he sat up and took the medicine. 
He stared at the tea and gulped it down. It had a hint of whiskey. 


"That's actually not bad" 

Duff grinned as Steven smelled the cup and whacked Duff. 

"Seriously?" 

"How else do you expect him to drink his tea?" 

"Without whiskey!" 

Slash leaned back and cuddled up to Axl who was making himself comfortable on his bed. 
"Looks like I've got the first watch." 


Izzy and Duff walked out arm in arm as Steven leaned over to kiss Slash on the top of his head again before 


following them out. 


The pair went back to the kitchen, Izzy watched over Duff's shoulder as he continued making the soup and had 


his arms around his waist. 

"Slash is always cuddly when he's sick" 

"And you're just as cuddly.” 

Izzy let him go and stepped back, leaning against the wall as he crossed his arms. 
"Am not." 


"Are too! Get back over here!" 


Izzy shook his head and walked out of the kitchen in a huff. 

"Babe?!" 

Duff huffed as well as he turned back to the soup. It just needed to simmer a little so he left it as he walked 
after Izzy but stopped when he saw a worried Steven walking back and forth in the living room. He walked over 
and engulfed the smaller blonde in a tight hug and lifted him off the ground. Steven yelped. 

"He's going to be fine!" 

He put Steven back down who turned to face him. 

"| know, its just.he never gets sick." 

"You worry too much. Enough for the whole band" 

He just nodded as Duff hugged him again. 

"Oh, so that's how it's going to be?" 

The pair turned to see Izzy glaring at them but he walked off again 

"You better go after him." 

"Yep. Oh, could you stir the soup? It's pretty much done. IZZY! | was just comforting Steviell" 

The tall blonde ran off and Steven went to the kitchen. The soup smelled amazing and it made his stomach 
growl. He put some in a bowl and grabbed a spoon, heading over to Slash's room, knocking lightly before opening 
the door. Slash was practically glued to Axl's side but he had a frown on his face. 

"Hey, I've got soup.” 

Axl brushed the hair out of Slash's face. 

"Hey, Stevie has soup!" 

He opened his eyes slightly and eyed the bowl before sitting up. 

"You're turn!" 


"What..that was barely one shift you ass!" 


Axl winked at him before he closed the door behind him. Slash managed to sit up so Steven could feed him. He 


blew on the soup carefully before offering it to him. He could only eat half a bowl. 
"Thanks, Angel” 

Steven wiped Slash's mouth with his t-shirt. Slash grumbled 

"Hush, you love it. And you were just thanking me a moment ago!" 

Slash settled back down 

"Can | finally sleep?" 

"Yes. Ill check on you in a bit" 

Slash stopped him from leaving, 

"Stay with me?" 


Steven could never say no to his puppy eyes. He climbed into bed with him, laying behind Slash and spooning 
him, using his hair as a pillow. 


"Sweet dreams, Saul." 


